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WHITE ROOSTER 


Composition 


O sleep: perchance to dream...” He turned his 
head 
And saw day’s flare behind the heavy tower. 
“Ay, there’s the rub; for in that sleep’’—he said, 
And stared into the river for an hour. 


%> 


“The pangs of disprized love...’ He frowned and 
shifted. 

Fog crept upon the unawakened town; 

Out on the muddy flow a dark swan drifted 


And far along the shore vague bells came down. 


“The undiscovered country ...” There he turned 

And heard a woman weeping in the street, 

And saw a window where a candle burned 

And caught the echo of departing feet. 

“Thus conscience does make cowards . . .” Morning drew 
Pale silver to the marsh through willow stems. 
He scraped the edges of a muddy shoe 

And spat into the Thames. 


Eakal 


Fountains 


EW things are lovelier than fountains are. 

Seldom in life can beauty be so free, 
So disentangled from complexity 
And clearly wondrous as a foundling star. 
White water stabbing at a blue sky far 
Or falling over in a crystal tree 
With frozen fire in all its veins to see 
Shuttled by winds into a rainbow bar .. . 


Rarely the miracle surpasses this 

Silvery utterance of secret birth 
Spending the silence in a radiant rain. 
As eloquent to tired souls as a kiss 

A fountain is, flashing above the earth, 
Driven and forceful, beautiful and vain. 


[27 


The White Rooster 


H, God! to have a breast like that 
To throw at day, 
Thrust for the hands of dawn 
To quiver and flare upon. 


With a bloody flag sewn in your head 
And a hook of gold to end you, 

And all yourself an arch 

And your soul a white cascade. 


On yellow spirals step, step, stalk, 
And clutch reluctant loam, 

Hard kernels and brown hens 

In the brazen blue of noon. 


Ah, God! Stab upward with your noise! 
Tear at the sky! 

With his spine a tilted flame 

And the day gone molten down his throat, 
What singer could not make one song 

As fine as fire? 


[3] 


Walking in an Inland City 
ONOTONOUS, unfertile street, 


People and trees as dull as rust; 
The blaze and shimmering of heat, 
Cars clattering through clouds of dust. 


O sea wind, bitter in the sedge! 
Green wave with the blowing edge .. . 


Buildings thar hunch and brood and stare, 
Windows to let the darkness out; 

Doors, cornices and chimneys, square; 
Signs that grimace and grin and shout. 


Tall Greek columns as pure as snow 
Supporting nothing inarow... 


[4] 


The Bather 


HERE is no beauty surer than your own, 
Clear as a carving from the cleanest stone. 

A curve of life upon the dead white sand, 
Perfect and exquisite, I watch you stand. 
You are a vibrant tone’s whole quivering, 
The full flash that a flaring torch can fling. 
Your beauty is a thing too sharp to bear 
In the hour’s fierce torridness and vivid glare. 
I stare for the relief that it will be 
When you are covered by the flat cold sea. 


D5] 


South Wind 


O-NIGHT the wind is lyrical again 
With faint disturbing odors of the loam 
Blown from the southland where a touch of rain 
Has changed an orchard to a stretch of foam. 


The barren boughs beyond my window mark 

A rhythmic ecstasy as though they knew 

The meaning of this softness in the dark 

And how the rain struck . . . and the magic grew. 


The stars cloud and a secret is not clear; 
What is this clarion for every bud? 
Breathless, I listen, but I cannot hear 
Even the wind above my singing blood. 


C6] 


Young Icarus 


HROUGHOUT the island of the minotaur 
Sleep lay on every leaf. 

The sea was but a thin green bar 

Strewn with a raveled grain, a sheaf 

Of glinting morning gold. 


Young Icarus, with fingers whittled cold, 
Raised up an arc of feather, 

And Dedalus, with fingers colder, 

Fastened the wings upon his son together, 
And blessed each burdened shoulder. 


The dawn slid in upon the sea and foamed 
Against the bouldered dark, 

And up the gloom an eagle roamed 

Screaming at lowered stars, while wingéd, stark, 
Lithe Icarus took heed: 


“Not high nor low, but middle, is our need. 
Stay between cloud and cloud .. .” 

But suddenly dark Dedalus, amazed, 
Opened his wings and with a warning loud 
Cried to a light that blazed. 


Young Icarus aloft, a crystal spear, 
Shattered the pallid hour. 

The roaming eagle shied in fear 

And spiraled downward, outward from a shower 
Of splinter-laden light. 


[7] 


And then, upon the pinnacle of sight, 

A spark shot fire and broke, 

And down the zenith’s azure wall 

Careened an arrow with a head of smoke 
That slanted in the fall. 


Old Dedalus flung out his knotted arms, 
But far away was he 

From where, amid the gull-alarms, 

The body of his son unlocked the sea 
With flame-surrendered wings. 


Old Dedalus flew on ... and many things 
He gave the children of his land 

Before the distant waves had spun 

A covering of shell and weed and sand 

For what he gave the sun. 


[8] 


First Miracle 


HE Holy Virgin, satin-eyed, 

Underneath a bending ash 
Watched a baby pigeon flash 
His wings in sunny water. 


Flirting up, he multiplied 
Constellations on the bough. 
Dripping burnished emeralds now 
Embellished Heaven’s Daughter. 


Across the fields an early flock 
Threshed the starlight into stubble. 
With a cry all dreamy bubble 
The shepherd drove his herds. 


Against a little viny rock 
Leaning by the gilded tree, 
Mary sank upon a knee 

And shook her breath of words. 


“Stalwart Seraph, hold my child. 
Lead him not into this light. 
Such a winning world he might 
Forsake to serve another.” 


Beneath a wind the meadow smiled, 
Baring ranks of thorny thistle. 
Birds arose with wary whistle 

To call the Savior’s mother. 


[9] 


And when she turned and looked again 
Wings had cut the morning mist. 
Now her shadow was a twist 

For ragged weeds of fire. 


Mary saw the brambles then 
Harshly laid upon the world. 
Through her veins a lily curled 
And trumpets rose in choir. 


[10] 


Where It Is Winter 


OW there is frost upon the hill 
And no leaf stirring in the wood; 

The little streams are cold and still; 
Never so still has winter stood; 
Never so held as in this hollow, 
Beneath these hemlocks dark and low, 
Brooding this hour that hours must follow 
Burdened with snow. 


Now there is nothing, no confusion, 
To shield against the silence here; 
And spirits, barren of illusion, 

To whom all agonies are clear, 
Rush on the naked heart and cry 
Of every poignant shining thing, 
Where there is little left to die 
And no more Spring, 


C11] 


Your House 


F May should come, years later, to your house 
And find the maples and the poplars torn, 
The vine grown covetous of all the boughs, 
And all the garden and the field forlorn,— 


May there be someone with a sapient heart 

And with a spirit kindred to our own 

To stand there dreaming and to dream a part 
Of our youth, and the dreaming we have known. 


When the white walls are crooked in decay, 
When the green shutter shall be swung no more, 
Who will imagine how we passed one day 
Beneath the gash of roses at your door? 


[12] 


Crone 


HE is a bitter woman, and her words 
Fall from her lips like apples from a bough 
Stoned on the morning of a frost. Like birds 
Driven from carrion her eyes are now. 


And when she laughs she makes a sound like things 
That children are afraid of on the stairs. 

She is awry as if she once had wings 

But keeps this secret by the waist she wears. 


She is a barren thing; but, curiously, 

Last night, where dusk had made the maples brown, 
We passed, and like a picture I could see 

An old dwarf pear we never did cut down. 


[13] 


Tio a Negress Reading Kant 


LACK pearls, and trumpet-flowers twined 
Along green pillars in the gloom 
Where river-paths through wastelands wind— 
Avow the luster and the bloom 
Of your deep mind. 


But there you bend and flaw the dark 
With little files to scratch in light. 
Each humid bud of thought you mark, 
Dropping, to keep it cold and tight, 
An acid spark. 


Ranging the fastness of your book, 
Through jungles of illusive stress, 

As you pierce on from depths that shook 
In an exchange of wilderness, 

Leave me your look... 


That linked reflection of a space 
Where parrots flashed and serpents clung 
And scarlet lilies made a place 

To shield a velvet tiger strung 

With bloody lace. 


[14] 


Seal 


EAUTY’S a stallion plunging in your mind 
With hoofs of ice and spine of steel; 
He sweats hard crystal and his mane is twined 
On prongs he cannot feel. 


He rears and staggers on a glacial crag, 
His tail spread out all briary, gold, 

With jaws hung splintered on a starry gag 
And stony haunches cold. 


His ribs are trellis for a vine of light 

That cracks and shatters when he plunges; 
With shins flung back above his belly tight, 
He bounds and rakes and lunges. 


Beauty’s a charger vaulting up a void 

With veins all checked in rigid spasm. 

He hears no timid foal, with entrails cloyed, 
Neigh in the flowery chasm. 


[15] 


The Mother 


VE held a spray of laurel to her lips. 
Laurel and Columbine she wore for cloak. 
She crushed a berry with her fingertips 
And watched the swallows blowing from an oak. 


Her eyes were like the shadows where the leaves 
Of a young almond brushed a quiet brook; 

They held the silverness of peace that weaves 
Patterns of doubt for idleness. She took 


A tendril of her bright hair from a breeze 
That lifted it and carried it like rain, 
Snaring it in the radiant laurel trees. 

Eve coiled its vibrance on her brow again. 


“Adam,” she said, “what thinkest thou of Cain?” 
Her husband, cutting thongs of tensile birch, 
Frowned as his chiseled stone slit into pain. 

Eve called his eyes to their perpetual search. 


“What should I think of Cain? He herds the sheep, 
And with his brother helps to keep this place 
Barren of beasts when there is time for sleep. 

He is accurst as we are, void of grace.” 


Eve answered, “I have watched him on the hill 
Driving the timid flock at dawn and night 
As though defeated panthers he would kill 
Cowered before him sharpening his spite. 


[16] 


“His brother is not so. He dreams too much 
While the scant sheep we guard stray far from here. 
He loves to listen and to look and touch .. . 

He will not walk where flowers are not near. 


“And I have seen Cain’s eyes, when thou hast spoken 
A word of praise to Abel for his work, 

Flare to the color of a snake-gourd broken, 

And at his mouth lines like the hawk’s claw lurk.” 


Adam’s gaunt fingers, quiet on a bough 

Of livid birchwood, tightened to a grip; 
A rock in shadow was his forehead now, 
An edge of lightning flashed upon his lip. 


“T thought that thou hadst seen . . .” said Eve, and 
turned 

From one pure shoulder to the other’s rest. 

Above her in the leaves a parrot burned, 

Scarlet and purple on an emerald nest. 


Biel 


Earth's Admonition 


HE one whose body is of antler-bone, 
With rocky wrists and agate feet 
And thongs of weed upon her forehead grown, 
Go search—go meet. 


On one whose flesh is like the plume of grain, 

Whose throat beneath your palm is wave-soaked sand, 
Encroach and thrash until the sheaf is lain, 

Till water fills your hand. 


By you these creatures will be overtaken, 
And what their beds need you must learn. 
And my deep body shall awaken 

When you return. 


[18 ] 


Be Not Silent 


DAY will come when the ardent earth shall cool 
And the green sea shall wander anywhere, 
When the pointed moon shall stab no singing fool 
And lead no weeping child along a stair. 


After the last white sea-bird drops his wing, 
When towns are tumbled heaps unvisited, 
When nothing shudders at the spark of Spring 
And the final word for beauty has been said: 


Silence shall rim the darkness that descends 

To wander blindly over ruined land 

Where no word falters between thwarted friends 
And no pathetic lover lifts his hand. 


[19] 


Rebuke 


UST I go out and tip each finger 

With little winking radiant stars 
So where I touch you there will linger 
Fine celestial scars? 


My hands are weighed with swinging blood 
That thrusts to change its lonely tides. 
To-night the willow crowds its bud, 

The streams have trembling sides. 


The south has lifted up a fern 

And touched the wind that moves my curtain. 
Though countless universes churn, 

Only this is certain: 


That you are bonded in a quest 
With swiftened water, sweetened air, 
To suffer earth upon your breast, 
Unburdened there, 


[20] 


Snake 


E glued his throat upon a scarlet rock 
And dragged his body through a fern, 
And shot his tongue into a cloud of gnats. 
Then, with a wavy turn, 
He slid into a groove where violets 
Laid on his length a purple stress, 
Peeling him, as he pulled across their roots, 
Of all his brittleness. 


A time ran, and the serpent came again 

And saw his skin upon the leaves 

Where light was fencing with a narrow blade 
Among the clover sheaves. 

_ Finding that faded perishable shell, 

He drew his jeweled armor slender 

And coiled in quietly, and gave his brow 

A stare of sweet surrender. 


But summer sank into the ashy vines, 

And rocks touched coldly through his scale. 
Then, creeping from a knoll one chilly noon, 
He brushed that husk of mail 

And darting as it flaked, along his spine 

He caught the facets of an emerald missing .. . 
Over the barren frigid earth a snake 

Wound hissing, hissing . . . hissing .. . 


[21 ] 


Events 
I 


HE queen of Egypt yawned and frowned 
And twisted all her rings around; 
Her thoughts were still, her pulse was slow 
While kings and courtiers bowed below. 
Upon a gem-encrusted throne 
The queen of Egypt sat alone, 
Hating her gorgeous sterile land, 
When, suddenly, against her hand, 
Between two curves of tortoise-shell, 
A sulky little raindrop fell. 
The queen threw back her head and stared, 
And on her brow the lightning flared. 


II 


As Tristan and Isolde lay, 

Dreaming their happiness away 

Within the forest quiet-boughed, 

A thrush came in a morning cloud. 

And through the foliage of an oak 

A silver fountain rose and broke, 
Quivering leaves that drooped afar, 

Still drowsing with the night’s last star. 
Embracing shadows grew estranged, 
The dreaming of the dreamers changed; 
The thrush sang on and Tristan slept, 
But sad Isolde woke and wept. 


[ 22 ] 


Tth 


Napoleon turned his horse about 

And down the steepest path set out, 
Letting the horse go on alone, 
Picking its way from stone to stone. 
The trees stood leafless on the hill, 
The puddles in the clay lay still. 
Napoleon set his gaze below; 

The west was streaked with afterglow. 
They struck the highway—up its side 
The horse, without a warning, shied. 
In scarlet water on the road, 

Still as a sea-rock, sat a toad. 


[23] 


The Devil's Day 


N early wind is on the town, 
And I am moved, when winds are down, 

To search, in kindred wandering, 
The place that holds the quiet thing. 
At dawn I was upon the street, 
And brittle leaves went by my feet 
Like rats that scurry on the floor; 
For March had frightened with a roar 
The things that hang upon the year 
And have no business to be here. 


Morning had laid a golden rafter 
When suddenly a scale of laughter 
Fell in the wind. I raised my head 
And saw the gaunt cathedral shed 

A sheet of darkness from a shoulder, 
And all its ribs turned gold and golder; 
And up above the topmost joist 

I heard the blowing echoes hoist. 

A long cry like a banner torn 

That fluttered in the wind, forlorn. 


I saw, against the day-star’s level, 
A leaning silhouetted devil, 

Black on the canopy of dawn, 
The handle of a dagger drawn 

To stab the pallid waning sky. 

I heard the eerie creature cry: 


[ 24] 


% 


I am a gargoyle on the house of God. 
Frozen to stone, into the air I prod 
Out from a heaven-crusted spire 
Aimed at the uppermost desire. 


My father was a fever-ridden friar 

Who carved his visions on the font and choir. 
He clambered up before he died 

To have those visions verified. 


That was a summer of unclouded sky, 
And from the morning of my first hewn eye 
I watched the sun arise and sink 


And found its fury food and drink. 


I stared upon the city far below 
Uncounted years. Until a year ago 
A town was but a scar to me 

Of unimpressive agony. 


But twelve months past, upon the market-place, 
IT looked into a heaven-wilted face; 

When Easter brought the lilies there, 

I saw a body like a prayer. 


The high serenity that I had known 
Vanished, as easily as vapor blown. 
I cursed because I could not be 

A scroll upon the sacristy. 


I cursed my father that his chisel ground 
A crooked cavern that could shape no sound 
From what had melted in my breast. 

My mouth has been the hoot-owl’s nest. 


[25 ] 


I cursed because my throat was thin and hard 
And would not stretch beyond its meager yard, 
And that my wings were slabs of stone 

With every feather lichen-sewn. 


But bitterest I swore in finding now 
The cold rigidity across my brow 
That could not shut away a face 

That thralled me in the market-place. 


Numberless years the lilies have been spread 
And Easter votaries have visited; 

And purity, at such a distance, 

Has been no bane to my existence. 


But now it is a scourge. I grudge the birth 
Of pious things upon unhallowed earth... 
For I was made to be alone 

And probe supernally with stone. 


Knowing the values of a lofty perch, 
My father fastened me above a church; 
For clay is such irreverent stuff... 
Aloof salvation was enough. 


But to be changed into a softer thing 
And healed all over upon hungering— 
This was redemption sent too far 
To have a source where angels are. 


The day that I succumbed to love remote 
A yard of agony was in my throat 
As parched as anything in hell. 
Then—suddenly—a raindrop fell. 

[26 ] 


And when the shower came I gave a prayer 
And belched it out upon the silver air; 

And heaven’s amber on my tongue 

Rang like a holy hymnal sung, 


And fell all sparkling from my stony lips. 
“It spills from heaven’s crucible and drips 
Down, down, upon the dusty square 

To sanctify my loved one there,” 


I sang in bliss, and blew across my mouth 

The brightest rain that ever quenched a drouth. 
A blessed gutter I let flow 

And drenched my Coveted, below. 


Seeing the beatific waters pour 

Ablution to my love, I swallowed more 
And spat upon the shining head: 

“For this is purity,” I said. 


And then . . . Damnation on the lowly lid 
That sepulchers a heart! . . . that body slid 
Into a niche upon the walls, 

One of the twelve apostle stalls, 


And clinging to a cowl, it leaned to look, 
And stretched a knotted fist at me . . . and shook. 


* * * * % * * 


The last drop of the heaven’s rain 
Rolled—but I licked it back again... . 


And when the brazen sun returned and shone 
It found me on my pinnacle alone, 

Grimacing down upon the world 

With all my stony entrails curled. 


[27] 


Above the nave a bell began to swing, 

And through the chapel-roof rose murmuring, 
And all the lilies in the square 

Threw moistened fragrance on the air. 


Then from the zenith or the lowly ground 
Quavered a curious uneven sound. 

At first I said: The bell is broken. 

But then I knew that I had spoken. .. . 


And never shall that sound be heard by men 
Until the night the planets melt . . . and then 
I will not speak unless my love 

From underneath should look above 


In terror at the sight of moons astray 

Dripping their gold. Then will I spit and say: 
“This is the essence of a star. 

Oh, love, how beautiful you are! 


“Gold may be useful at the city’s gate. 

Take this to keep. I shall be with you. Wait. 
If you but touch me I shall change 

And live no longer cold and strange. 


“Invest this in a refuge, Holy Heart, 
Lest all the universe has come apart. 
Husband this gold that gushes through 
A twisted orifice for you.” 


Then, if the craven creature beckons me, 
My father shall be singed with blasphemy 
For fixing me upon a spire 

Half way to heaven—and no higher! 


[ 28 |] 


Oh, when the bowel and the wing are bent 
To reach and tangle in the firmament, 
Then being cold but not all cold 

Brings agonizing manifold! 


Then being high but not too high— 


A dead leaf covered up his eye 

And wind swept through the gargoyle’s breast 
And found a scrap of hoot-owl’s nest 

And blew it out upon the air. 


Across the pavement of the square, 
A field of darkness, golden-grooved, 
The shape of the cathedral moved; 
And close and closer to my own 

I saw the gargoyle’s shadow thrown, 
Until an inch of morning-glare 
Was all that separated there 

The image of a monstrous head 
.From feet that should have pulled and fled 
Before the wind among the things 
That ran with futile whisperings. 


[29] 


The Unseen 


HO goes, touching the elm boughs as he goes, 
These early mornings of the early frost? 
Who moves amid the tall corn’s myriad rows, 
Whispering through their ranks, “Your war is lost’’? 
Who takes the tattered garland of the leaves 
From the bent shoulders of an aged oak? 
Now there is weeping in the hills. Who grieves? 
Last night, among the rotted eaves, who spoke? 


[ 30 ] 


Notes 


IS mind is like a meadow filled all year, 

Where timid birds alert among the grasses 
When sheep or shepherd or a shadow passes, 
Whirl wings above the sedge and disappear. 


His eyes are like the day in mid-September 
That finds a trellis in the garden thin 
Before the yellow leaves begin to spin 

And smother out the wildrose ember. 


His body is a sheaf of summer grain 
Too finely nourished in a lenient field, 
Too sentient in early sun to yield 

A year of little rain. 


[31] 


W anton 


OME no more, speaking of the year 
At April as a virgin near 

To cruel disillusion, 

Sweet-eyed, in feathery confusion. 


Sing on of adolescent trees 

Misled by the discursive breeze 
To throw the secret of their veins 
And end cold-naked in the lanes. 


Praise April’s mother-minded days, 
But give your hymns a windy phrase 
To blow with dandelions dead. 

The month has no more maidenhead. 


For who would sneak from room to room 
And turn the coverlets of gloom, 
Shrewdly guessing, in the dark, 

Blood insentient to the lark? 


[ 32] 


Hearth Speech 


EAN your head back into this gloom. 
Loosen the cinctures of your mind. 
All that is uttered in this room 
Let flame-avowal find. 


Not long this eloquence can hold; 
The wasted birch must quickly narrow 
Those thin tongues, violet and gold, 
Arched in its silver marrow. 


Speech is no more than broken ash 

That falls between a brazier’s chinks; 

The thought must burn . . . then, with a flash, 
The bright spark-fountain sinks. 


But seal away from this bland hour 
Your little hive of avid words. 
Richer the pollen from a, flower 
That silence girds. 


[ 33 ] 


Quicksilver 


HAT’S what the world is made of, hear me say. 
You cannot build your fortress in its lakes. 
Where you would put a fingertip it breaks 
And rolls in little steely moons away. 


You cannot ease the tension of the chains 
That bind your body to its subtle fume 
By pressing on the odd unsteady gloom 
And furtive glow of unresisting grains. 


The world was so created. All its lands 
Are harried by a driven gleaming storm; 
And if you could arrest a transient form, 
To probe its light you would need crystal hands. 


[ 34] 


Shelter 


HE rain stopped. 
To the cornice of the arch, 
Silver bead on stone, 
The filigrees clung. 
Freshened—the air... 
Faces, like pussy-willow in the city spring dusk, 
Out again, to and fro. 


The rain over, 

The street-lamps flowering, 

And pale images in the street, silvered, 
Wet, freshened, washed. 

Breath again, 

Breath, <.- 


Far away, 

A dell, and the sun putting a last finger into 

Wet eglantine; 

Against your cheek the drops falling, shaken, cool. 
Thecgreen.. ... 

A dell like a basket 

And a white deer leaping out, 

Flinging aside his legs like branches 

Over the wet-leaved brake. 

A white deer leaping through the drenched green leaves 
Out into the last wave of the sun,— 

Far away... 
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The Band 


HE park is such a littered place 
These hot summer evenings. 
They lie about like so much paper 
Where the wind won’t blow. 
Don’t step! 
Did you see that was a baby there, 
Asleep under all these heels? 


“If it weren’t for the lights 

Festooned along the mall 

There’d be no beauty here 

At all. 

You saw that statue on the granite lump 
As we came in? 

Byron, 

With a feather in his hand at least two feet 
Weighing a hundred pounds. 

No wonder he doesn’t write, 

But just looks wonderingly at the stars. 

I’d like to be around to hear him praise 

God, and man, if he ever finds his lovely voice 
On that pink lump of granite. 


“Ts it Tschaikowsky now they’re playing, dear? 
One of those symphonies. 

How sad that poor Italian woman looks, 

Like Della Robbia—her face. 

See, she hasn’t stirred. 

I think she wants to weep. 
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Suicide music, I remember now, 

I’ve heard this symphony was called. 

Look! Did you see that woman slap her child? 
And now she’s kissing it 

And pulling it round to hear the music better. 


“How pitiful those elm trees are, 
So ragged and tarnished, aren’t they, there? 


“Why are they all so still, dear, 
And so sad? 
These people don’t look happy, do they? 


“The music’s a fountain in that part, 
I mean it blows and falls. 


“Do you hear fog-horns on the river? 
Do you hear? Listen, against the music, hear? 
That little mournful note. 
Oh, listen to the rise and fall— 

- Those wailing strings! 


“Dear, 

That woman is in tears, 

That poor Italian! 

She’s pressing her cheeks. 

And weeping. 

I want to go away, I think. 

There’s not a breath. 

This crowd ... 

And those fog-horns,— 

They sound like a part of the music.” 
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Three Sonnets of Chagrin 
I—Hounds 


F (in the madness of a metaphor) 
I should unleash the hounds that keen and start, 
Sulkily prowling, kenneled in my heart, 
And set them harrowing with you before, 
A long bright tumult like a meteor 
Would lunge upon our silences and part 
Those blinds where you, a veering fox, would dart, 
Streaming your terror—and be quick no more. 
But soon the master of the hounds would ride, 
Following on the crooked crimson track, 
To bend above the truest-pointed head 
And lift a sodden flame and beat aside 
The ruthless, lean, unsatiated pack— 
No better off because a fox was dead. 


II—Response 


OT if a little of the world would say 
I droned a better tune than most men can, 

Stretching my misery in throes that scan, 
Would you read farther than you do to-day. 
Not though a miracle of wisdom lay 
Urging my deepest thought until it ran, 
A wave of truth before the sagest man, 
Should I have any word of yours to weigh. 
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You are not one to think yourself unkind, 
Oddly remiss, remaining undisturbed 

Near locusts tearing at a stricken tree. . . 
If I could whittle bone and flake my mind 
To fill your lap, would you sit unperturbed, 
Or dust yourself and only look at me? 


III—Communion 


OME dip your fingers in a font of sand 

And tread an aisle of slate; kneel down and meet 
A cinder lifted from a cup of sleet 
And laid upon your tongue by casual hand. 
Rise from the frigid step and turn and stand 
So none shall catch what penitence you beat 
Against your breast, or how your eyes repeat 
The flinty music of a bell’s command. 


When blessed sacrament is tendered you 
Where tabernacles delicately shed 

Their gleams through arches exquisitely frail, 
Conjure these images I wander through: 
With such a mind I walked and bent my head 
And kissed a barrier communion rail. 
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The Pigeons 


OU did not hear them stirring in the eaves: 
Is this a memory you will not know? 
The rain swept loudly through the lilac leaves 
Against your house a Spring or two ago. 
The rain fell through the dark, hour after hour; 
There was its song, the wet warmth of the air 
Rising and falling, driven by the shower 
Back to the dreaming earth and prisoned there. 


I was perplexed the hour that we awoke 

To what the Spring had quickened in the ground. 
As pigeons troubled by the rain first spoke 

I could not name their uneventful sound. 
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No Son of Adam 


OT through the lily-bordered gate 

That angels guard with wide-arched wings 
From where the moths and tigers mate 
While an immortal skylark sings, 


Was my first father thrust and driven 
Into a barren blighted world 

With one companion dearly given 

The seventh time God’s fancy whirled. 


He never tasted milk or honey 

Or made an animal his friend, 

Or took the earth turned dry and sunny 
For covenant of deluge-end. 


My father was thrown out of Hell 
For loving Lucifer too well, 

And seeing into all he did 

Before a serpent slept or slid. 
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Fable 


LED him on into the frosted wood. 
Stamping our feet, beneath a larch we stood, 
Breathing white edifices on the air; 
And nothing else was moving there. 


The branches hung as if they had not known 
A day when any little wind had blown. 

The snow above our heads wrought wondrously 
A thousand gargoyles on a tree. 


Freezing, we waited by the frozen brook .. . 
“Listen!’’ I said, and hardly dared to look. 

A drift slid suddenly across the ice, 

A frigid hawthorn trembled twice .. . 


Then, slowly, through the brambles, marble-veined, 
A hoof, a haunch, a heavy shoulder, strained; 

A head swung down into a glassy heap 

And smashed it with a sideward sweep. 


I could not hold my tongue: “You see the horn! 
That twisted golden bone . . . the Unicorn!” 
I could not hold it back. And as I spoke 

A splintered universe awoke. 


The thing was gone. “You saw!” I spun around 
To read his eyes. He kicked a knotted mound, 
And all the gargoyles tumbled on his head. 

“I’m numb, I’m going home,” he said. 
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Recompense 


N some lost meadow, stirring bees 

Once drew their waxen walls and treasure 
To seal the bony mouth of Socrates, 
So, still, the winters there were sunny. 
Let us imagine it, and measure 
The fine wan cells that filled with honey 
The lonely cavern of that skull,— 
If gods were pitiful. 
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Lyric 


OME day, I’ve said a thousand times, 
I'll make a song as noble as a ship 
With Gabriel blowing where the bowsprit climbs 
The sharp sea from his lip. 


I'll make a poem like sea-lost birds 

Tiring around a lonely golden sail, 

With hope and weariness through all its words 
And measures like a gale. 


To swing above the futile passion 

Of one sea-mountain murdering its brother, 
I'll hang a bell to cry in desolation 

Clearer than any other. 


You shall hear music keenly bitter 

With rhythms like a ship far out at sea 
Plunging along the swell with wings that glitter 
And flag strung gallantly. 


With radiant angel leaning far 

And bell hung high beneath the heaven-dome, 
With sail blown rigid as a scimitar, 
Engarlanded with foam, 


My song, a galleon, shall rove; 

And few that pass it voyaging will guess 
It beaches in a godforsaken cove 

On tides of aimlessness. 
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Lucid Interval 


HAT were you saying while we sat 
Closed in the crowded motorbus? 
Forgive me. I was looking at 
A silver infant octopus. 
My brain chose oddly to supply, 
Along this winter-smothered street, 
A certain morning in July 
When, through a rent in opal heat, 
I watched a fisherman with spear 
Probing the bright Ligurian sea. 
He paused and plunged, then hoisted sheer 
And waved a wriggling star at me. 
Upon his weapon, dangling bare, 
It danced an ecstasy of pain 
And whipped into the torrid air 
A ring of splintered ruby-rain. 
And down the fellow’s thighs, all wet, 
The morning glued a golden vine .. . 


But you were saying? I forget. 
The fault was wholly mine. 
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For True Music 


AKING this music, let it be for horns 
Twisted and blackened with a brittle mold, 

For strings all snapping. Let a singer old 

Tatter these measures in a breast of thorns. 


Speak as you must, and let there be no note 
Ringing with sedulous felicity. 

The movement of your soul could never be 
A swan with summer lightning on its throat. 


Since you are ridden in this fatuous way 
To cull your spirit, as with a gilded shell, 
And range vagaries in a bland array,— | 
Open, for once, the cavern in the ground 
Crusting your music’s core: that crooked bell. 
Unsnarl the matted rope, and let it pound. 


[46 ] 


The Parable of Gold 


NE lay where crocuses had dried to powder, 
One with his bones among another’s bones; 

A woman with a snarl of hair to shroud her, 
A brow streaked purple on a bed of stones. 
Some bent their heads and let the zodiac turn. 
Some, by the skeletons of wasted fern, 
Sat staring for the stars and moved their lips. 
Some wept to see the strong achieve the hill 
While hawks plucked at their bloodless fingertips, 
Or coasted until twitching throats were still. 
And on the ledge there was a coiling stream 
Of bodies thrusting under crag and jut, 
Along the somber mountainside, like steam, 
Throngs twisted into every ridge and rut. 
A serpent burrowed to the mountain’s core. 


* * * * * * * 


And now the earth is gashed. A dazzling sore 
Festers and rips above the haunted valleys 
Where April is a mood of human fever 

That broods along the thrush-deserted alleys. 
Now they are brightly drunk and keenly mad 
Upon the pinnacles that few can scale, 
Insensate to the virgin world that had 

Peace on her body for a bridal veil. 

Gold glitters on the veins of every hand 

And every throat is smeared with radiant dust. 
Dazed on the violated world they stand 

And pound the brilliant ruins of their lust. 
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And orchards covering their thorns with white, 
And running water turning stones to song, 
Are wondrous only as a falling light 

Is wondrous where the sweep of dark is long. 
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St. George 
HROUGH a gate of ilex leaves, 


Twelve times a day, 
Up the wavy dragon heaves 
His hot gold spray; 


Singes all the jeweled lawn, 
Petrifies a linnet 
With his little larynx drawn 
And zeniths in it. 


Swift, the graven hungry sword, 
Sharp, icy-sweet ! 

Thickly over grasses poured 

A humid sheet . . 


Up against a twinkling crown, 
Twin curves of light, 
George waves his dragon down: 


“Goodnight . . . goodnight . . .” 
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Notes for an Epic 
MIGHTY river cut a land in two 


And on the river’s margin Shaemus grew, 
In a country that was conqueror of kings, 
Proud as an eagle of its lustrous wings, 
Where in no corner could the sun go down 
Failing to fade upon a busy town, 
Failing to bless a chapel-spire with light 
And touch a sooty chimney soft goodnight. 


And such a place it was that Shaemus knew 
Better than any spot of turning earth. 

There where the turgid river twisted through 
A feeding city Shaemus found his birth. 
And from the first it was a saddening thing: 
A storm raged while his mother cried her pain, 
The roof fell as she tossed in laboring, 

And Shaemus was ordained in pagan rain. 


Through childhood he was diffident and frail, 
Shy as a cricket in a milking pail. 

He wept when there was too much cold or heat 
And thought that thunder was the devil’s feet 
Kicking great stones along the steps to heaven. 
He dreamt of hell and hoped to die at seven, 
While he was still unliable to sin: 

Peter was kindly and would let you in... 
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As years collected Shaemus went to school, 

A pilgrimage through enemies of fear. 

He took the measure of the golden rule 

And learned to listen so he would not hear. 

He gathered from a board that red spelt red 

And green spelt green, and other things were so; 
And he shut his eyes and looked into his head, 
Counting up the years he had to grow. 


When he was six he made an angel friend 

Who told him often how the world would end, 
Showing him how to stand and what to say 

When Gabriel flew down on judgment day. . 
There would be rows and rows of white-robed men 
And women pushing at their tombstones then, 

A cold earth and an orange-colored sun, 

Your father’s father, and Napoleon. 


He went to church in ecstasy and sat 

Yearning for agony at every bell, 

Counting the cherries on a lady’s hat 

And bending to the prayerbook for its smell,— 
Secret and joyous like the metal box 

His father kept for coins and baby-locks. 

He knelt and rose and knelt again and rose 
Until the time came for the holy rite. 

He clutched the cloth and let his eyelids close 
And offered up a tongue that wagged in fright. 


Along the aisle he would not lift his head. 

By yellow pew-ends, with a pious tread, 

Little and holy in a dark blue suit, 

He went conspicuously blessed, mute. 

He knelt and pressed his eyes and saw blue flakes: 


Sunday ... for breakfast .. . surely buckwheat cakes... 
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He was most holy in his holy hours. 

He begged the patronage of hallowed powers 

With touching fervor; but his soul went straying, 

And he undermined his health with too much praying. 
The final stroke was dealt him through his brother 
Who knocked him down before the Holy Mother, 

And she stood smiling on the church-front there, 
Seeing it all, and never turned a hair... 


* * * * * * 


The time came when the miracle of Spring 
Captured his body with its blandishing. 

And the first involuntary broken bud 

Frightened his spirit and enthralled his blood. 

And all his body was a shrine of shame 

That shook like music in a bath of flame. 

Driven through rhapsody that throbbed and soared, 
He yearned, unwoven, like a single chord. 

The -way a fragile birch went up and broke 

Into a snare of iridescent smoke; 

A dozen swallows on a willow tree 

And free brown rabbits sitting cautiously 

In grass gone crimson from the summer heat; 

Red apples spilled upon a city street, 

And brown silk horses quivering, a pair;— 

Such things spoke when he was unaware; 

New flowers on a field like fire and froth, 

And lines, slow-curved, beneath a stretch of cloth... 


Seth Sel 2 


One Spring night there was a siege of rain 
When Shaemus with a girl like August grain 
Stood in a doorway that the lilacs hid; 

And earth saw ritual in what they did. 
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Pigeons on the cornice moaned and moaned 

Troubled by the rain that droned and droned, 

And in the blood of Shaemus silver leaf 

Broke with the lilacs in the April-grief. 

The rain struck loam with an unceasing thud 

And loam steamed upward. There was moon and mud 
When morning saw the maples tipped with stars 

And thin green traces over earthly scars .. . 


So never did he hear a pigeon stir 

But some importunance was in his heart; 
He never saw the twigs of maple blur 

But she came back to him and stood apart. 


Et 9 Mog Mey 


Well ... Not long after, on a summer morn 
When faint green shone on adolescent corn, 

When everything was rich—the wheat in chaff, 

The sleek cow-mother with her jocund calf, 

The mare in the meadow with her leggy son, 

The mayor in the city with his swift million— 
Shaemus awoke and hurried through his door 
With nothing precious in the clothes he wore. 

He hastened through the streets and by the shops 
And passed the farmers with the biggest crops; 

And those that saw him hurry looked and smiled, 
Thanking their deities for quicker child. 

For Shaemus gave an adage to his town 

That some things soared and never did come down .. . 


So now into a woodland’s green retreat 

Where lazy shepherds drove their flocks to cool 
He sought a refuge from the mid-year heat, 
Where only doves could make a sound like fool; 
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Where leaves stirred with a quiet kissing sound 
And pines dropped little cones to pet the ground; 
Where bees and spiders were the busy things,— 
One building circles and the other, rings. 

And there he took a seat upon a swell, 

And never moved until a wren’s egg fell 
Splattering in his hand that, like a cup, 

Held sun and silence with the fingers up. 

And soon the wren upon her shelf of leaf 

Pointed her wings and in a passage brief 
Patterned her sorrow into shapely song 

And taught sad Shaemus that it does no wrong 
For good to come to no good end at all 

Provided there is beauty in the fall... 

So Shaemus let the egg and sorrow drop. 

And as the little wren came to her stop 

There was no melancholy in that sheltered place, 
For no one was about to mark a face 

Lifting to the leaves a vivid look 

Where loneliness was veiled with sun that shook. 


Wait! Suddenly a bush was shaken near; 

A hairy shoulder and a head grown queer 

Thrust through the tangle of a dogwood’s thorns, 
With two bright circles and a pair of horns, 
Pushed through the petals of the white white tree; 
A pretty odd thing for a lad to see. 

And an arm shot forth and a smile broke through 
The red-brown brittle of a leafy beard; 

And a thin gold spindle with a hole or two 

Swung through the flowers. Then it disappeared, 
This thing all rugged like an autumn oak; 

But after it was gone the dogwood spoke, 
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And what it said was like a warm white star: 
Play, said the dogwood; and then laughter, far, 
Dwindled away, became a tapping sound 

Like nuts wind-shaken onto grassless ground. 
The pipe lay shining on the forest floor, 

A stick of sun, in length, a foot or more. 

Its lip upon a violet was pressed 

And half its glow lay in a ground-owl’s nest. 


And this he knew for destiny; this pipe, 

From violet to owl-forsaken nest, 

Held in its gleaming foot the ripe 

Magic that was his own above the rest. 

And so he lifted it, forgetting how 

The thing had fallen from a queer-shaped hand; 
And so he blew and heard the music now 

Fall like a cataract from fairyland. 


Fox lurked in briars and beaver on the dam; 
Squirrel skurried, stood, twitched, rippled and hung higher; 


‘Thrush listened; in the nearby field the ram 
Lifted his head upon the stubbled hill 
And held his flock; the heavy bee dropped, still. 
Over the coronals of country wood 
The dark crow and the wily buzzard stood 
Swaying uncertainly, small prey deferred: 
Where was this eloquent delighted bird? 
He spun his music in an endless thread 
That snarled upon his pipe and snared his head 
And floated under trees that dipped and bowed 
And fell into a brook and made it loud. 
Up, up, into the noon, like gilded smoke, 
The music of this piper spiraled, broke, 
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And drifted in a beaten brazen sheet 

Beneath the summer clouds grown big with heat. 
And out into the fields at last he came, 

A frail crusader with a tongue aflame. 


Passing the farmers with the biggest crops 

He blew his spirit through the shining stops 
And laughed to see the stalwart horses rare 
And never paused to hear the farmer swear. 

And many a straw fell from a special load 

And lay unprofitably on the road, 

And here and there an egg was laid for naught, 
A pound or two of butter spread unbought; 

And near the city’s edge potatoes fell; 

Several of the ripe ones rolled quite well. 


Into busy town the Lyric Shaemus went, 
Through wilderness of throng, on singing bent. 
And many windows slid and heads craned down 
To see what begging freak had come to town. 
And shouts instead of pennies dropped below: 
For this was good—to see a fellow go 

Along a city street in day’s full glare, 
Puffing a tinny pipe with such an air. 

They laughed, but Shaemus lifted not an eye. 
Upon his lip there was a skein of sky, 

And farther back upon his tongue he felt 
The star that waited for a breath to melt. 


The people paused, and one or two fools cheered. 
And then... his father in the square appeared. 


Long lines were in his face like willow leaves. 
His eyes had seen the longest shadow thrown. 
His voice was like the ghostly wave that grieves 
An exiled pine with dreary monotone. 
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“My son, what is this thing you do? Oh, Son, 

This is no singing world! What have I done 

That I should have a child struck mad in youth? 

Where did you steal this flute? Come, speak the truth.” 


| “Father, I am no thief. Sir, in the wood 

A fellow with bright horns and gilded feet 
Had pitched it through the brambles. There I stood. 
Now listen while I play it. Hear, how sweet: 
Now this is how the rain slips down the grass 
And fills the chalice of the crocus-bell, 

And this is what occurs when redbirds pass, 
And this is how the fields in August smell. 

A river travels thus; a bee, so-so; 

But thunder in the night is hard to make; 

In fact, all things of heaven are, although 

I think that I could do you one snowflake.” 


Shaemus blew a note. A white horse shied 
And trod upon a child. His father cried: 

“To think that I should live to anguish thus! 
Come, come . . . we cannot risk an omnibus.” 
Into an alley near he led the way 

And Shaemus followed. “Father, let me play 
This little song I have of lilac bud 

And pigeons moaning in an April flood. 

This is my dearest song; I sing it much. 
Perhaps you will remark the wistful touch: 


“O April is a month that takes good breath, 
For there are many stops to love and death, 
And I would touch them all before to-night, 
For April is a month of changing light. 


“And what is silvery to-day, to-morrow 
May, from the night, a mourning color borrow. 
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O April is a month that takes good breath, 
For there are many stops to love and death.” 


His father here caught Shaemus close and hurled 
The singing boy into his modest house. 

The door banged shut upon the lucid world 

And hid mad Shaemus with his candid brows. 
The door banged shut, but Shaemus held his pipe; 
And in the shadows of his room a stripe 

Of gold shone vaguely tilted upward through 

The coverlets of dusk toward heaven-blue. 

And in the sweetness of the city’s hush, 

As night crept westward, like a lonely thrush, 
Shaemus spilt music at his window-gloom; 

While down below his mother moved her broom 
And wept upon the twilight and the floor: 

“My son, my son, you can be free no more; 

For men have little use for men struck mad. 

My son, my son, oh, I am old and sad!” 


And Shaemus from his window poured his song, 
And all about his pipe the firefly throng 
Glimmered and wavered on the sweet south wind. 
And little Shaemus cared how Adam sinned, 
And little did he mourn that Cain slew Abel, 
Aiming his songs along the nearest gable. 


His father came at midnight to the door 
And put the query to his child once more: 
“Oh, have you not your wits again, my boy?” 
And through the dark he heard a fringe of joy 
Swish on the summer wind that held a scent 
Of honeysuckle and a song that went: 


I have the milky way upon my tongue, 
And on my lip the whittled moon is hung; 
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And when there are no other men about 
I will get up and I will wander out, 
While stars are hanging low like figs too ripe, 
And tear the silk of morning with my pipe, 
So rain shall fall and silver all the town, 
Making it safe to set a bare foot down. 


EPILOGUE 


And this is all there is to tell of one 

Whose father’s father saw Napoleon, 

Except that in the end—one day—he died. 

His mother mourned him and his father sighed. 
And when they covered him a little bird 

Stood in the violets and spoke a word. 

And a raindrop fell into a buttercup, 

And smoke from many chimneys twisted up. 
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Two in a Twilight Orchard 


HE race is damned, to-night I know. 
Here is the curse against your cheek. 
This way, ten thousand years ago, 
God made his image meek: 


Poor Adam with his nervous tongue, 
And Eve stark naked at his side, 
Beneath a tree whose branches hung 
The first time glorified, 


Stood staring while two skylarks mated 
Above them in a frozen cloud; 

And God, behind a lilac waited, 
Benevolent and proud, 


And bade the dusk stand by awhile 
To keep the apple-branches gold 
And paint the valley for a mile, 
That Eve might still be bold. 


But suddenly he frowned. A thrush 
Broke off its song. Eve bent her head— 
God gripped the purple lilac-bush— 
“How beautiful!” she said. 


And Adam turned and looked at her, 
Then peered again into the tree; 
And neither heard far thunder stir; 
But night fell suddenly. 
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Quatrain 


ROUD, lost, you are but prisoners of a dream, 
And as the dream proceeds you are forsaken. 
And little that you do could make you seem 
Worth dreaming if the dreamer should awaken. 
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In the Gallery of Antiquities 


NDER a conch of porphyry, 
Upon a luminous perch, 
Apollo’s marble symmetry 
Let no fool tongue besmirch. 


Here, I concede, stands evident 
A thing that God should own, 
A cool significant intent 
Magnificently thrown. 


Through such solidity as this 

Rank teeth can gnaw no way, 

Nor nests of little reptiles hiss 
A hundred times a day. 


What you could build to such a back .. . 
It is no puzzling thing 

That I should sense your spirit slack, 
Your forceful pulses swing, 


Slower than homesick eagles now, 
Because I touch your hands 

And draw that glory on your brow 
Where God’s true image stands. 
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More Wonder 


HY is there not a dragon in the sea 
With orange fins and purple fangs, 
Of monstrous length and mighty girth, 
Whose spume and opalescent jet could be 
A blazing fright where water clangs 
Along the coasts of Earth? 


Through fire importuning the moon to thrust 
Its scythe at last to garner flame 

Cold pheenix throngs could hover. 

The world should be a ball of golden dust; 
_ Each of its creatures then might claim 

A more resplendent lover. 


There could be seed of crystal set adrift 

To angle space with glassy feather, 

A boundless comb of light. 

There could be hounds and angels, 1ean and swift, 
That rushed with torches, all together, 

Till dark was vanquished quite. 
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Medallion 


HERE sheaves of pallid rushes rise 
And weave a thousand glooms, 
With yellow velvet eyes 
A tortoise looms. 


With throat as heavy as a chain 
That swings an iron bell, 

Out of the river’s vein 

He drags a shell; 


And silver sliding in the grooves 
Beads to frame his luster. 

Up copper sands he moves, 

An onyx cluster. 


He creeps across a level stone 
And sways his head and blinks; 
And to a vigil of its own 

An oval sinks, 
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Mona Lisa Talks with Her Sister 


HROW back the curtain there and you will see 
All this man Leonardo found in me. 
The coloring is rare, the critics say 
The light is managed in a magic way. 


My hair, the way it frames my head and face, 
My hands, shadowed and folded into a grace— 
With this much I am pleased, and for a while 
I took some pleasure in the hinted smile. 


But now it is the very thing that palls. 
That slight grimace around the mouth recalls 
The weariness of moments when my mood 
Was anything but soft beatitude! 


To keep that look he did a thousand things; 
Had players play and brought a boy who sings .. . 
As though my lips were where the world began. 
I smiled at first because I liked the man. 


But days dragged on, and I am not a, saint. 

I saw the fellow was in love with paint. 

He could be winsome when he saw me frown, 
His tongue in honey and his brush in brown! 


Well, Leonardo’s old, begun to tire. 

The flame is feeble in an ebbing fire .. . 

Tell me,—what of this tailor come from Rome? 
They say his fabrics are as fine as foam. 
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Ode to a Frog 


ERE in the hindered freshet cloaked with slime 
The hour has found its most insistent word; 
More than the rhetoric of any bird 
Afloat, this indefatigable chime 
Crowds earth upon my heart. 


As life lilts upward and apart 

While the round world mellows, 

This little sluggard’s bellows 

Kindles a rhythm more explicit, far, 
Than the quivering distraction of a star. 


Dust is no longer dust, now, for the way 
He beats his threnody through emerald foam 
And draws a lyric cadence from the loam 
And mocks the laggard pulse of sentient clay, 
Under the rotted tree. 


Strange,—that this low monotony 

In such a place 

Should build a high unearthly space 

Where frosted pinnacles and fountains gleam. 


Green little ogre in the poisoned stream: 


Load your throat and throb your spell. 
Who has any more to tell? 
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Research 


GIVE you this: 

A broad white sail 
Bellying with the west wind’s thrust, 
Catching a curve of scarlet rust 
From the low are of sunken sun. 


The dark horizon draws its ring 
Sharper against the pallid sky, 
And three white sea-gulls 

Wheel and cry, 

Arching their wings and wavering. 


And heaven is a dome washed pale, 

Mistily blue, 

With one bright nail and one bent golden wire 
And one 

Infinite tone of quiet spun. 


There is a wren’s quick frightened sound 
As earth swings to the darkened turn. 
And so I tell you: 

Things are round; 

And where the circle breaks 

You yearn... 
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Man to Field 


OLES of the stile had fallen. I stepped through 
And hid my shins in goldenrod. 

“Use you were minted for I put you to,” 

I told that field of lyric sod, 

And settled down upon a friendly stone 

To contemplate the kingly day, 

Drinking more air than should have been my own. 


Where cold snails crept away, 

I sat agreeing with a little spring 

That issued not too buoyantly 

From darkly tangled roots. Disquieting 
The wonder of a walnut tree, 

I put my brow into a sunny snare 

And listened to the world revolving. 
But, by attending, I became aware 

Of the quiet’s heart dissolving. 


I heard a catbird querulously throw 

A creaking measure like a swing; 

I heard a railing locust; and a crow 
Cried apprehension down his wing. 

I saw a bee push roughly in a clover, 
Scaring a fragile infant frog; 

And a multitude of gnats excited over 
A turtle from his log. 

The crickets hammered, and a butterfly 
Wavered through panic into gloom. 

A wind stood up, and apple-limbs near by 
Dropped on the grass a ruddy doom. 
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Something arisen, like a subtle haze, 
Had floated out across the air. 

The rush and exigency of a blaze 
Invisibly was there. 

With harried clamorous anxiety 

The Earth was auditing her yield; 

And all her driven force inveighed at me 
For boldly idling in a field. 


“The poet is a wonderer,” I said. 


“And heavier he goes than he comes in... 


I countered the accusing earth, and laid 


A bar upon that din. 
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In the Esplanade Des Invalides 


OWERS and domes and minarets, 
A river twisted like a rope of gold, 
A city flashing on a lilt of hills 
In April as the leaves unfold. 


Fretted with buds, the chestnuts shake, 
Blur even more that tenderness of blue 
That curves ungarlanded, a canopy 

Of softness to let silver through. 


Amber, not air, to breathe today. 

The walks are stippled with a frail design. 
Life has its value in a touch of hands, 
Bright purpose and a way benign. 


Under a dome—an emperor . . 

Ambition has its quiet place at last. 
Let us not turn to seek abundant gloom, 
To twinge beneath grandeur and the past. 


Their monument shall stand a time. 

The hour is vague, ineffable and sweet. 
Under the budding trees an old man stands 
Charming the sparrows from the street. 
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Aids to a Painter Doing a Posthumous Portrait 


HIS was the brow: a dog retrieving 
Rocket-heads that glare no more, 
Through field and bog a white hound weaving, 

Sniffing at shards of meteor. 


Permit the eye to show a hare 
Alertly poised in brittle grass. 
His speech was vagrant but could wear 
The vestments of unholy mass. 


He sat and mused on coats of mail 
That staunch crusaders could not dull. 
His purpose was a tangled sail, 

His mouth a coasting gull. 
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Thrall 


HAT brazen spider crawling on the sea, 
Spitting a thread that never sags . 
Fouler than any sorcery— 
The gallantry of such tall pride!” 
Thus Circe to the rocks that clawed her knee 
As from her island’s cove Ulysses plied 
With eagles in his flags. 


Five little snakes upon her wanton brow 

Writhe from an agate filigree, 

Stiffen their throats that, pulsing now, 

Hammer her silver-crusted eyes. 

Locking her fingers on an ilex bough 

The cold witch leans among the thorns and cries: 
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“Swine, Swine, comfort me 
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The Radiant Seam 


HERE never was a goat-hoofed gilded horned 
Brown body, shagged, hairy, 
Flashing and jouncing through the leaves 
With eyes like nut or berry. 


There never rose a wisp, on any hill, 
Of sound untraced and mystic; 

And nothing creeps by men at dusk 
With gesture cabalistic. 


And no dust glimmering in laurel leaves 
Gathers a shape at dark 

’ That ends a toe-dance on a thorn, 

Seared by the rousing lark. 


. There’s nothing stirring in an airless tomb 
But what has come there for a reason; 

And nothing cloudy makes you kiss. 
There’s only meat . . . and season. . 


And something at the heart of fetid earth 
Rejects the tissue of this dream 

In which wry phantoms stitch along 

A radiant seam. 
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An Ancient Hindu Sings 


HE palaces are sealed with dust. 
This is a miracle, that I 
Follow the river flowing by 
Untouched by torches in the rust 


Of coming night . . . and live to sing. 


Now light falls from no window’s eye. 
No foot-sound of a passer-by 

Scatters these silences that cling 

Like cobwebs to the minarets. 

Fall, darkness, from the parapets. 


Oh, fall and quell this lonely sound, 
This shard of pain beneath the dusk. 
No pigeon hobbles on the roof, 

No dog turns to a darker street. 

There is no sound here but this voice. 


There is no bell left to rejoice 

That I am cursed without a prayer, 
That I have wandered, seeking proof, 
Through the last-fallen temple’s husk, 
Of the last gods that bartered there. 


Fail, fail, draw out that hand of heat 
From the dark river and this beat 

Of aching and despairing time, 
West-fallen sun . . . The shallow rhyme 
Of star with star is less to bear. 


Ear 


Where is the one to ask of this— 
That I am here accurst with song, 
Remembering the last sad throng, 
Godless and helpless, wondering? 
How has this body breath to sing? 


Let noon tomorrow come aflame 

And cull my shadow with its kiss ; 

Let nothing moan when darkness clears 
Deep spaces for its radiant game, 

O Golden Breeder of the years! 
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The Storm of Ice 


Go and colder, now, the hard earth whitens 
As dusk withdraws a chill frustrated spark 
Across the hills into the wood that tightens 

To tinkle and crash at dark. 


Asleep tonight, forgetful of this day, 

Huddle into your warm realities, 

Lest, with a dreamer’s courage, you should stray 
Out to the crystal trees. 
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Garden Incident 


HE noon-enameled bees 
Beset the passive clover .. . 
But say no more of this. 
The green chameleons hiss: 
The pool is brimming over. 


Through yew interstices 

Deer foal with coral eyes 
Stand carven in surprise. 

The hound that runs alone 
Has turned himself to stone. 
The urns upon the wall 

That let the water fall 

Have whispered, dripped, desisted. 
The basin that was wide 

Has narrowed on a side, 

The marble edge has twisted. 
Across its broken lip 

The burnished fishes slip. 

A black and golden gush 

Flares out into a brush 

That streaks the stone with sun. 


Soon, now, this will be done. 
The dark lagoon will dry 
And give the leaning sky 

Its deepest word to guess, 
The full of emptiness. 


icacer 


Soon, now, this will be done. 
Chameleons will be grey. 

The deer will go away. 

The lonely hound will run. 
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Touched 


HOUGH it be mad to call the mind a cave 
Where gulls are prisoned in a rocky dome,— 
His was a solitude too deep to save, 
Sleepy with tides and luminous with foam. 
For never could he call the simple word 
And bid it serve the uncompleted thought; 
Earth was a seed . . . and by a migrant bird 


That sought a nest the splinter-moon was brought . 


Few minds have green waves breaking in them . 
A row of pillars measuring the sky, 

And pigeons falling through an antique door 

To lurch where ruined marbles lie. 
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Thus Put 


ORDS will not hold it, no line ending 
With music, fire, or white rose bending; 
No couplet about wind or tree 
Or water-cadence mimicry 
Can quiet follow. 


Ground will be, later, scorched and flaking, 
The grasses withered, juiceless, quaking, 
Starved at the castle of my bones. 
Withhold all sustenance from your tones 
Till I am hollow. 


Silence is rooted in my mouth, 
Spreading its vine throughout my veins. 
Seed, with a vigilance of drouth, 

Will brew no stains. 
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Madrigal 


LOYAL offspring of a fountain 
Sang falling from a mountain: 


Earth, stone, water, death. 
Blood, bone, body, breath. 
Hand, arm, foot, thigh. 
Thresh, thresh, die. 


Undo the loam and let me in, 
And dust me down with wheat. 


Starve, ache, burn, smother. 
Father, father, mother, mother. 
Smite, smite, smote, smitten. 
Cub, calf, kitten. 


Where quiet is so long a sin 
Let nothing find it sweet. 


Famish and feed. 
Crevice for seed. 
Fire, wing, star, cloud. 
Butt for a shroud, 
Butt for a shroud . 


And all the hollow Piece rang, 
So lucicly he sang. 
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Lullaby 


HE world, my little worried soul, 

Lies far too heavily tonight. 
How are we wise to let it roll 
Filling our dreams with fright? 


Sleep, my little brooder, sleep. 

The month is quarreling with the town. 
Tomorrow morning you may sweep 
The scraps of thunder down. 


The Earth is but a foundling, too, 
That Heaven will not stoop to save. 
Let no bright riddles trouble you; 
The little world is brave; 


And knows no more than you do, dear, 
Which star went wandering one night 
And found another planet near, 

As lonely and as light. 


The world has been a child astray 
Much longer fatherless than you. 
Cover your little wings away: 
There’s nothing else to do, 
There’s nothing else to do. 
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Rearrangements 
I 


ELESTIAL Mary chiseling an apple 
With teeth as good as Eve’s, 
Her eyes arrested by a grapple 
Of bees in honeysuckle sheaves. 


II 


The plain at Troy all splintered in the heat, 
Dragged in a bloody net; 

Achilles winnowing the Trojan wheat, 

And Helen, dozing, on the parapet. 


III 


Malicious Circe and, a wise 
Heroic stripling on her land; 
He with honey in his eyes, 
In Circe’s—sand, 
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Most Pitiable 


HIS one came, we knew not whence, 
A day that pulled upon the buds. 
Crusted with indifference, 
Through iridescent floods 
That slid like honey to the floors of Hell, 
The morning of an equinox he fell. 


There, against the stony door, 

I saw him standing, lean and light. 
Ten millenniums or more, 

Since anything as white 

As that chilled face had fallen into this 
Perfidious immutable abyss. 


Through the steam I saw him leap, 

A panther from a thornless brake. 
Springing out with buoyant sweep 
Above the sulphurous lake, 

He curved his body like a silver wire 
Around a yellow heap of hungry fire. 


Then the fallen angels came 

To drop their jewels upon his head. 
“Smiling with his mouth aflame, 

He needs your tears,” I said. 

“For those that visit Hell with such a grace, 
Have shattered wings of ice another place.” 
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Inlander 


HE, with her face of pallid coral, 
Her mouth of shell, her hands, 
Rose where the silver rocks were floral 
And stood upon the sands. 


A green wave shattered on her thighs, 
Red sea-moss dragged her feet; 
Her hair hung down all willow-wise 
And shook a golden sleet. 


But never yield that this is true, 
That underneath those bitter pines 
She rose like that and beckoned you 
In rhythmic waveward signs. 


For where these avenues have lain 
This long so straight and sterile, 

With such an image on your brain 
You move in mortal peril. 
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Epistle 


E are as bounteous as we care to be, 

No more. But, understanding, as I do, 
My heart shall have its little irony 
The rest of life. It will be full of you 
When Summer comes and roses bend with bees, 
When cows are generous and colts are lithe, 
When nests are crowded in the gracious trees 
And brown men sweat above the whistling scythe. 
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Solstice 


NTO the zenith’s bush of silver thorns, 

Day, like a golden stag, throws up its head, 
Then sinks, haunch-deep, upon the river-bed, 
Bathing the bloody horns. 


And down across the world begins to stream 
A rosy gush upon the wintry river. 

Now all the little foxes turn and quiver 

And dream the tiger’s dream. 
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